SOME   PERSONAL  MEMORIES                           85

engaged in discussing some weighty matter with one of his
own colleagues or with the British Minister. Politics is the
absorbing interest of his life, and for him a holiday is merely
another form of political work.

To-day, as President, he has mellowed a little, but even
then he could unbend if one knew how to penetrate the
barriers of his reserve. In this respect I was well served by my
interest in the revolution and in Russia. I had come through
two revolutions in Russia and had met all the leading
Bolsheviks. During the last war the Czech Maffia was the
most efficient of all the secret organizations and provided the
Allies with invaluable information. It was exhilarating for
me to- learn how its work was organized, and on this subject
Dr. Benes could be eloquent. He had been head of the cypher
school and passport factory and had made more than one
dangerous journey abroad to report to Masaryk. When the
Police were hot on his tracks and he had to flee the country,
he provided himself with the necessary false passport. And
this story he will always tell with more pride than he takes in
any of his diplomatic triumphs.

To-day in his study at Aston Abbots there hangs to the right
of the door a charming picture by Panuska. The autumn sun
shines on a small plateau of green grass and firs and silver
birches. In these grim times it is a picture which gives me a
rare satisfaction. Near by I know there must be a trout stream
and, mindful of the golden days I spent in the solitude of the
Bohemian country-side, I feel not only the desire but the cer-
tainty of return. This landscape is Dr. Benes's favourite pic-
ture. It represents the corner of the historic frontier of
Western Bohemia where on a September night in 1915 he
made his escape to Switzerland and had to travel through
German territory to do so. This hazardous adventure had
serious consequences for his wife. As a reprisal the Austrian
authorities arrested Madame Benes and threw her into the
women's prison in Vienna where her companions in misfortune
were common criminals and street prostitutes.